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THIS AND THAT 

Dear Crazy, 

Your magazine teaches values that 
would.be taught in some sleazy, disgusting 
bar on 42nd Street in New York. Young 
children have enough bad examples with 
murder, robbery, and obscene language 
spray-painted on buildings without your 
one-sided sexist views on women and 
obese people. 1 can name at least ten dis¬ 
eases funnier than your magazine. The 
fundamentals of innocence, which should 
be preserved for future generations, are, 
in your magazine, being wrecklessly 
misused. Your magazine, with its dry, 
disgusting, immoral satire is, 
unfortunately, holding childrens’ Tooth 
Fairy and Santa Claus beliefs hostage. 
Please, let them go! 

Christopher Luke Spinelli 
Brooklyn, New York 
Hostages will not be freed until Shah 
is returned. — Ed. 



PSYCHIC SILLINESS 

Dear Editor, 

Issue 69 was great. I really like " The 
Signing". The demonic picture of Obnoxio 
on the cover was a piece of art. 

Michael Tammaro 
Waymart, PA. 


Hee Hee Ha Ha Ha Ho Hee Hee Ha Ha 
Ho Ho Hee Hee Ha Ha Ha Ho Hee Hee 
Ha Ha Ho Ho Hee Hee Ha Ha Ho Ho 
Hum! 

Have a laugh. 

Laurie Grant 


Crazy, 

Your issue no. 69 was GREAT, 
GREAT, GREAT. I REPEAT GREAT, 
GREAT, GREAT. "The Signing” was 
FUNNY, FUNNY FUNNY. 1 want 
MORE, MORE MORE! 

Steve Lytle 
Haverhill MA. 

Hey Steve, do ‘you always s...stutter 
like that? — Ed. 

Crazy - 

1 think issue #69 was awful the way 
you did your satire of The Shining. But, 
don’t you dare insult the book! Stephen 
King is a beautiful writer. This satire was 
foul and disgusting. 1 do not want to see 
any more of this vulgar behavior in the fu¬ 
ture issues of your magazine. Do you 
hear me?!? 

Amy White 
Phoenix, AZ. 

No. we can’t! Speak up, will you! 
But , seriously folks, similar letters were 
penned by Steve Mallar of Peabody, 
MA.; Mitchell Jones of N.C.; and Ricky 
Nightingale of North Delta, B.C. —Ed. 


Kinston, N.C. 

Yo, Crazy, 

In issue no. 69, you did a parody of 
Paul McCartney. Tell Dave Morris I said 
he’s' an excellent artist. The switched 
lyrics to Cornin ’ Up were great, too. How¬ 
ever, if you ever call them “Paul 
McFartney And Things” again, you’re 



gonna have one fried Iguana, one clown 
who won’t be able to smile again, and a 
couple of dead editors. 

Carol Bokman 
Freehold, N.J. 

Hey Obnoxio, 

You guys make a terrible news mag¬ 
azine! What news you do have is fake! 
There’s nothing but depraved, cruel, 
sadistic jokes. Time does a better job 
than you. 

Kurt Dahlke 
Portland, OR. 
P.S.: If you don’t print this I’ll report you 
to the Barbra Walters!!!!! 

The Barbara Walters what? — Ed. 

OLDER SISTERS UNITE!!! 

Knuckleheads, 

I really loved your "24 Ways To Up¬ 
set Your Older Sister” in issue #69. Since 
I don’t have a older sister, I’ll try them on 
my brother (except for the bra). 

Jason Cochran 
Sparta, N.J. 



Dear Crazy, 

I just read issue #69. I liked "24 
Ways To Upset Your Older Sister ”, So 
far, I’ve used nine of them, and boy, is 
she upset! Well, I’d better get going 
before she finds out I flushed her best ring 
down the toilet! 

Randall Campbell 
Narton, VT. 

Dear Crazy, 

I liked “24 Ways To Upset Your Ol¬ 
der Sister” in issue no. 69. They really 
work, by the way. 

Pat England 
Concord, Ml. 

Dear Crazy, 

Issue #69, with "24 Ways To Upset 
Your Older Sister" was great. I tried the 
mayonnaise idea, and it was terrific. Even 
though it spurted all over the new rug in 
the kitchen. It really got to dad, too. He 
liked it so well, he showed it to his attour- 
ney. 

Lisa Kisner 
Seattle, WA. 

Dear Crazy, 

I liked issue #69, especially "24 Ways 
To Upset Your Older Sister”. My mother 
thought it was disgusting, and hid the 
mayo. 

Terry Bourman 
Rocky Point, N Y. 







ENEMY OF THE 
WORKING CLASS 

Dear Crazy, 

In issue no. 69, I thought "Ritchie 
Retch” was cute, except for the part 
about him beating the baby seals. It’s 
really not a laughing matter. I happen to 
be disgusted at baby seal killing. I’ll for¬ 
give you this time, and still buy your mag¬ 
azine. 

Terri Arnold 
Anderson, IN. 

Dear Crazy, 

I read your issue #69, and 1 liked 
"Ritchie Retch”. But when I saw him 
beating the seals with a club, I said to my¬ 
self “Jim Owsley must have a sick sense of 


Dear Crazy, 

The people who say your magazine 
stinks are either wimpy, or a bunch of re¬ 
tards who don’t understand good satire 
like "Kaspar...” and "Ritchie Retch”. 
Those two deserved a biting satire done on 
them. They are two of the dumbest and 
prissiest comics you can buy. For all you 
nerds who disagree with my opinion, my 
full address is on the end of this letter. 

Joe Plorin 
119 Chestnut 
Wheeling, IL. 


humor”. 

Gregg Lopez 
E. Setauket, N.Y. 

Hey Gregg... how often do you talk 
to yourself... ? — Ed. 

Dear Crazy, 

Issue #69 was the first issue I’ve ever 
read, and I really enjoyed it! "Ritchie 
Retch”, and "That’s Real Incredible Peo¬ 
ple!" were dumb, well-written, and the 
best part of the magazine. Obnoxio The 
Clown is really gross and crude, but he 
makes the magazine really tick! 

David Guzman 
Chicago, IL. 

Dear Crazy, 

I really liked "Teen Hulk” in issue 
#69. By the way, "Ritchie Retch” was 
really gross! 

Scott Marshall 
Woodstock, N.B., Canada 



Dear Crazy, 

I like your “Teen Hulk”, and "Gross 
Encounters”, and “ Obnoxio’s Fun 
Pages”. They have never failed to make 
me laugh. 

John Lopez 
Panama Canal Zone 
We feel the same way, John. In fact, 
we laugh all the way to the bank. Other 
letters were sent to us from Troy Davies of 
Saskchewan, Canada; David Cimiselli of 
Buffalo, N. Y.; La Mott Jackson of 
Brooklyn, N. Y. —Ed. 

ODD ENDS 

Dear Crazy, 

Grandpa took John shopping. They 
went to three hundred stores. They did 
not buy one thing. 

“Destructo” Mike Hallmark 
West Senaca, N.Y. 

Dear Boring Obnoxio, 

If you don’t print this letter, I’ll die. 
How’s that for originality? 

Ronald Ramirez 
Alamo, TX. 

Can I dance at yer funeral? 

— O.T.C. 


OBNl 


’S ABUSE COLUMN 



Dear Idgit, 

You think you're funny, don’t 
you? You actually think it’s fun 
making fun of people, don’t you?! 
You’re do darned ugly, I’d swear you 
were a cross between the devil and a 
gorilla! Where were you born, 
Russia? We can all tell your mother 
dresses you funny! What happened 
to you? Got kicked out of political 
office and decided to hide your face 
in shame in a humor magazine that 
used to be funny! Rodolfitos isn’t 
such a bad name. Did you ever think 
he was from another country? 
Where’d you get a name like 
“Obnoxio”? Is that your real face, or 
did the presses break and smear your 
ugly puss all over the place?! Larry 
Hama can go to hell, too. 

John Hartwell 
Bedford, TX. 

Why should he? Ya want a room¬ 
mate? Why’s yer letter in pencil, 
John? Run outta crayons? Y’know, 
you write like a sissy. I mean, yer 
words are all, well, weak-lookin’. You 
play with dolls, John? Huh? You like 
the ones that cry, or the ones that just 
wet all over ya? Well? Why does yer 
letter smell like perfume? I’ll bet 
when you grow up, you’ll change yer 
name to “Jane” or sumthin’. Maybe 
“Rodolfitos”, since you seem t’iike 
him so much. Want his address? 
Phone number, maybe? Well? How 
about it? 

-O.T.C. 

Address all hate mail to "Obnoxio’s 
Abuse Column” c/o the address below 
(and if you send us your picture, lie’ll 
make fun of that, too!) — Ed. 

Warning: Sending letters to this column indicates the 
sender's willingness to be abused. Publicly. Where all 
the sender’s triends and relatives can see. Right here. 






VICTORIAN ENGLAND 


was more boring than 
McLean Stevenson’s last three series. To relieve the excruciating 
monotony, the ever clever Britons staged riots at newsdealers to 
protest the deaths of pulp fiction characters, enlisted in the 
Queen’s Own Royal Bullet-Stoppers to fight the heathen parsnips in 
the Sudan, and paid good money to gape and stare at some bloke 
with a face like a cancerous cauliflower! They called this guy... 


Step right up, ladies an’ gents -- see 
John Smerrick, th’ incredible 
Elephink Man! 'Urry up, guv'nor! It's 
his feedin’ time an' th’ show's startin'! 


Oh my lord! Th-that’s terrible! How can you do that 
to a human being, my good man?! 


Oh, sure! He 
belongs in a 
cage - but 
serving red 
wine with 
fish?? That’s 
tacky! 


An'now... HEREEEEEEE’S 
JOHNNY! 


Artist: Bob Camp 


Writer: Paul Kupperberg 





















As I was sayin', sir --1 
couldn't let you take ‘im 
for less than all this 'ere 
cash! 


I'm willing to 
pay hand 
somely. 


I’m Dr. Ferdwick 
Tweet, Mr. Bitesit 
--you simply must 
allow me to study 
Mr. Smerrick! 


Here, boy - 

you're going 

walkies! 


Well now, th’ lad’s 
near and dear to 
me ‘eart, sir! I 
couldn’t let you 
take 'im... 


G’wan -- get ol' whatiz 
name outta 'ere! 


Come along now, Mr. Smerrick -- you’re out of the 
Mr.Bitesit! Nobody is going to hurt you anymore. 

examine you— 


sp of the cruel 
just going to 


Yes, I'll just examine you a little 
with these here examining 
thingamabobs, and don't 
worry... I'm a fully trained 
doctor! 


YIKES! 


jjw SERVING 


Come, come, Mr. Smerrick! You’re over 
reacting -why, Blue Cross will pay for the 
whole thing! 


Why of course I talk, old 
chap! What made you 
think otherwise! 


I hadn't anything 
to say until you 
pulled out those 
furshluginner 

pig stickers! 
Sheesh! 


Gad! Y-you 
can talk! 
Astound 
ing! 


TAXI!! 


Well, you didn't speak to 
me before now! 


Er... you do have Blue Cross, don'tcha? 

























pcjpi 


Fellow physicians, what I am about to show you is a medical miracle! I 
came upon it in a back alley here in London! Now, please... pay attention 

gentlemen! 


I say, Tweet old 
boy, I’ve never seen 
anything like it! 


Gad, what 
a find, 

Tweet- 


--But you must tell us the 
name of the alley where you 
found her, old bean, old 
boy... oh boy! 


Nurse -- haven’t 
I told you not to 
change here!? 


Heh, heh, 
whatta 

maroon! 


Now I can at last 
see mysel... GASP! 
YUK...I never knew 
I was that bad! 


creature 


reflection!) 


r 

- 0 ,- 

__ \ _ 

DRAT! 

This is your 
new home, Mr. 
Smerrick. How 
do you like it? 

Let me put it this way -- 1 think 1 miss 
my cage! 

- 1 ,--- 


t\r 


- ■■■ ■ - » • - 

Except... except, my cage didn’t 
have a mirror! 


























-People trained to 
take such matters in 
their stride! What 
could possibly go 


EEEK! l-it's ‘or 
rible, it is,., 
‘orrible! 


Oh... I wish you would warn 
me when you're going to bring 
your friends home, darling. 


Darling, this is my friend, Mr 
John Smerrick. 


‘E does the 
most ‘orrible 
imitations I 
ever seen! 


By Jove, old Tweet old boy old thing 
Smerrick's presence is already a 
disturbance! What do you have to 
say for yourself now? 


So you can prepare 
dinner? 


No — so I can 

leave town! 


Would you accept 

Ouchh! 


HONK > ] 

HONK x C~ 

' Hew/~ v 


B-but I can’t go with you - the 
rent's paid up on this place 
until the end of the month! 


None of your lip 
now, Elephink 
Man! I got a lot 
invested in you - 
why, I just stocked 
up with a ton 
of hay for you! 


Mark my words - I’ll be 
back for you! 


Found you at last, 'Lephink 
Man! I come to take you back! 


Next time, bring some of 
that yummie hay! 































It's such a pleasure to make 
your acquaintance, Mr. Smer- 
rick! I’ve read so much about 
you in the newspapers! 


No, in the pet 
column! But here, 
I've brought you a 


Why., this is wonder 

ful, Mrs. Kennel! No 
one has ever given 
me a book before! 
Oh, it's so lovely! 


“There was a 
young man from 
Nepal. 

Invited to a fancy 
dress ball—" 


Whatta nice guy! Why, when word gets 
around, I’ll bet all of London Society flocks 
to your feet! 


He said, I will risk it, 
And went as a 

biscuit 


“-But a dog ate him up 
in the hall!" How simply 
marvelous! Such 
poetry! I... I... I... 


WOW!! 


-SO LEMME 
OUTTAHERE! 
Pfuh - Whatta 
Aroma! 


You're forgetting that this is 
the 19th Century, Mrs. Kennel -- 
before soap came into popular 
use even with the upper class- 


Oooh oooh 
-can I have 
your auto 


I wanna 
flock to his 


Go away, 
I'm gonna 
flock first! 


Oh, Isay,he 

is rawther! 


































•It's a cardboard replica of the place next 
to the church I see through my window! 


Why, that's simply amazing work you are doing, Mr 
Smerrick! I’ll bet that's a cardboard replica of that 
church you see through your window! 


Well, actually- 


Har! I been adver 
tising in the Help 
Wanteds for 
weeks -- there 
ain’t many 
Elephink Men 
out there! 


It's wonderful, Dr. Tweet 
-I just wish those people 
down there would shut up 
and let me eat! 


Awright, matey -- 
I've come to get 
me Elephink 
Man back and 
you ain’t gonna 
stop me! 


Well, what do you think of 
your first time at the 
theatre, Mr. Smerrick? 


Wrong, Mr. Bitesit 
-Mr. Smerrick is 
Nobody’s proper¬ 
ty... he’s a man! 


Er... do either of you hap¬ 
pen to know the name of a 
good plastic surgeon? 


This time, I'm going to 
do what I should've 
done in the first place... 


That’s It! I've had enough 

of this Elephink Man jazz... 

I'm leaving! 


Elephink Man, huh, huh? 
Dontcha? 



























7GROSS ENCOUNTERS PARTI 

BURGLARY BUNGLES 









Okay,so Detroit iron has this reputation for being stodgy and conservative... no imagination at all. Today s car- 
clones have about as much interest and diversity as a folding umbrella, right? Wrong! If you look at the big pic¬ 
ture you’ll see that American automobiles are smack in the middle of a major transition from the wretched gi- 
ganto-excess of the late 50 ’s and 60 ’s to a wretched mini-ex cess that should reach full fruition around the end 
of the century. Every carmaker is breaking its hump right now in a headlong rush towards “fuel efficiency”. 
When they get there, maybe some of the machines will look like these... 






























































Optional 
trolley wheel 
for high-speed 
operation 



2000 DODGE “M" Car 

By the year 2000 many cities 
will have replaced diesel 
buses with overhead electric 
trolley street cars- just like 
there used to be there before! 
Isn't progress amazing! Any¬ 
way, this nifty little electric 
runabout is styled after a 
classic American sports car 
and has an optional 2500 me¬ 
ter extension cord for those 
short hops away from the 
streetcar tracks. 
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1964 PONTIAC GTO Replicar 

Unless your grandfather nas lovingly preserved his orginal 
"Goat" (highly unlikely since he probably totaled it in 1966 
squirreling around in front of some girls) this is your best 
chance to feel the thrill of dragging a quarter-mile in thirteen 
seconds. Relatively econmoical at $1.00 per mile (four 
drags). 


Hydraulic 

acceleration 




SSSP- 


1997 PONTIAC “Grand Pint” Coupe 

This popular car is descended from wildly successful gas- 
guzzling Grand Prix model first introduced in 1963. Innova¬ 
tive Pontiac engineering has finally caught up with energy 
efficiency as the Grand Pint gets 75 miles to a gallon of 
skim milk. Available: Quart size family sedan. 


Ml 




1999 AMERICAN VOLKSWAGON "Beetle-Beetle” 

Well, the Krauts do it again! Those amazing German engineers 
prove to Detroit again that they aren’t just playing with cuckoo 
clocks. Powerful Japanese beetles; German design, American 
manufacturing and a sprig of English elm on the front bumper com¬ 
bine to make this a true World Car. Automatic engine-rebuilding 
available in Japanese beetle-infested areas. 


I!) 


Hungry Japanese beetle 


'^4 


2000 LINCOLN “Logmobile” Limou¬ 
sine 

“What’s so efficient about a 30-ton roll¬ 
ing log cabin?" you may ask. Well, in 
2000 we predict that lumber will be so 
expensive that the Logmobile will be 
an attractive investment for Republi¬ 
cans. Yes, when Ecology finally be¬ 
comes good business we expect to 
see a lot of these rumbling down Wall 
Street. Board chairmen will argue the 
relative merits of Appaloosa versus 
Percheron team power over three- 
martini lunches while snickering at the 
young exec who can only afford an ox- 
en-powered Oakmobile... 

Options: all the usual plus red¬ 
wood hot tub and servant's quarters. 






l-Vi 
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1995 DATSUN OF AMERICA “Pickup Truck” 

Now, when cars and fuel get so expensive that many folks can't afford to own, naturally there will be a large increase in the 
number of hitch-hikkers on the road. This light truck is designed to get the most out of your riders. As a matter of fact, the lowest- 
priced model has no engine at all and is sold only at freeway on-ramps and city-limits signs. 


1995 PLYMOUTH 
“Barracudette” Amphibian 

What could be more efficient than 
a car that doubles as a fishing 
boat? The optional outboard mo¬ 
tor provides efficient power on 
land or sea (just change the pro- 
pellor). Or, if you don’t mind a little 
clumsiness in city traffic, the 
standard-equipment cars can be 
thrust against fire plugs and 
pedestrians for motive power. 




1999 AMC KOFFIN-KAR Speedster 

This ghoulish gasser is American Motors' last gasp at staying alive in the car 
market. They claim you’ll own this car for a lifetime and not spend more than 
$49.95 for gasoline, total! Fill it up once and drive it all the way to your grave... 
about three very rapid miles down the road. 

Body guarenteed against worms for 20 years or three miles, whichever 
comes first. 


Just in case you think we're kidding about these meshugginah ma¬ 
chines, be advised that history always repeats itself. We believe it 
was the famous 1 6th century English race car driver William Sha- 
keytown that said, "Drive on, MacDuff, and damn'd be he that 
first cries ‘fill 'er up!"’ 









THE MODERN 
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I am the very model of a modern major worrier, 

_ With prospects for a long and healthy life becoming blurrier 
We v It seems the dangers aimed at me 

are getting inescapable, Vy^^) 

lP==^p^And fighting them's a’task of which|( j|pC' 
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To start the day I like a great big breakfast; 
I include in it 

Some eggs and bacon, but these foods 
will not allow me 
to stay fit. 


m 
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The eggs contain high levels of cho-les-ter-ol (bad 
/W'for my heart), fl n 

' While nitrosamines in the bacon might permit “Big 
C” to start. u u illllllliiil 


Alas, there seems to be no end, 
in numbers or variety, 

To all the things I eat and do 
that add to my anxiety! 
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I love to munch all sorts of fruit 
(there’s no kind that I haven’t tried), 
But probably each piece I eat’s 

been shpritzed with letal pesticide^ 

■ ■ ■ ■ i Frt. 
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|_’m trembling, I need coffee ( <^| ■ 

but some experts testify they’ve seen 
O That birth defects in animals 

.^Lmight be linked, somehow, to caffeine. 
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I simply MUST have nourishment!^ 

Some vitamins? No, every year 
Four thousand poisonings are traced to them 
they say, though it sounds queer. 


I have an awful headache now... 

■ >?-' I’d take some aspirin quick enough 
But many people who do that 

get gastric upsets from the stuff 
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THE EVER-EXCITING FANTASY... 



NorEEEENNN the TV man 
is here... 


WELL DUMMY 
DON'T JUST 
STAND THERE, 
LET’MIN!! Can’t 

you see I'm busy? 


. . .and I'll bet there’s at 
least TWO RING DINGS 
in that lunch pail... a 
perfect morsel before 
lunch...! 


Ahem! Eh... a Mr. Barnes to see 
you with his... portfolio, Miss 
Burstennurg! 


(Ho hum) Oh God, Pamela, 
another? I’m soo busy, 
darling... but send him 
in anyway. 


Writer and Artist: Mary Wilshire 
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Life is an ever-changing 
process. As the years pass, 
people’s attitudes continu¬ 
ally change-- sometimes for 
the better, sometimes for 
the worse. At times, it’s al¬ 
most unbelieveable... 


THE FUNNY DIFFEHI 


Writer: Michael Pellowski 



Gee, Dad, you know everything! I want to be just 


Don’t tell me what to do, Pops! What do you know 
about life? Do you think I want to end up like you, 
a slave of the system? 


like you when I grow up 


Ah, com'on, Mary Lou, you know I love you. How 
about just one little kiss? 


Yuch! I’ve been poisoned. I’ve been kissed by Mary 
Lou Wisenheimer. My lips will rot off! 


Junior, sit down and 
be quiet for 5 minutes 


Com’on, Junior. 
Walk to Da-da. 
Atta’ boy! 
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ENCE A FEW YEARS MAKE! 

Artist: Steve Toomey 



Wow! Thanks for picking out my new dress.Mom 
It’s beautiful. You have terrific taste. 


I won’t wear those dumb looking jeans. They're 
not designer jeans. Take them back. You just don’t 
know anything about the latest styles, Mom. 


Ooof! I’d better buy loafers from now on. Bending 
over to tie my shoes is just too strenuous! 


Even though I'm out of school now I’m going to 
stay in shape. I’m never going to quit working 
out. I don’t want to get fat. 


I can't wear this dress to the party, Mom. It's too 
short. If I bend over, the curtain will rise. 





















CRAZY Looks At 


Good thing you got that six-pack 
away from that kid before he 
could sneak off somewhere and 
drink it! 


You bet -- now we can 
sneak off somewhere 
and drink it! 




Hiya, Mike. Say, 
how’d you get 
here? I thought 
your car was 

totaled in a 

crash! 




It was. I took 

public transpor¬ 
tation! 


I’m not saying 
she’s fat, but 
she’s got more 
chins than a 
Chinese phone' 
book! 


I'm sorry, 
Harold, but 
you’re one 
of the 
three dull¬ 
est boys I 
know. 


Y’know, I’ve 
never been to 
a rock con¬ 
cert before! 

I mean, the 
music... the 
people...! 


So... er, do 
you, er... like 
rock and roll 
music? 


Who’re the 
other two? 


There are no 
others -- 1 was 
just trying to 
be kind! 




Naw -- i only 
come to these 
things because I 
like having my 
eardrums 
assaulted by 
loud music, 
being crowded 
in with thou¬ 
sands of stoned 
people and get¬ 
ting sick on 
cheap wine is 
my idea of a 
good time! 



I’ll say - now 
if only I could 
figure out 

what! 




I hear your 
brother gave 
you the 
tickets to this 
concert, 
Shelly. 





He sure di 
and I swea 
get him for 
it’s the last I 
I do! 






































Writer: 

Paul Kupperberg 
Artist: 

Ned Sonntag 


B-but you’ve got to let 
me backstage -- I’m, 
er... Johnny Glitter’s, 
er... sister! 


Sure, kid! Why 
don'tcha just 
wait over there 
with Johnny’s 16 
other “sisters!” 


Wow! Is that 
music ever 

loud! 


WHAT? 


Holding up a 

lighted match 

so the band’ll 
play an en¬ 
core, huh, 


I can’t hear 
you... the 
music’s too 

loud! 


No, I’m holding up a 
lighted match so I can 
set fire to the stage so 
they can’t play an 
encore! 


I said,the 
music sure is 
loud! 


Yeah, 

they're 

something 

all right! 


This is the second 
time I've seen this 
band play! I was 
here last night! 


No, it’s just that I 
couldn't believe they were 
this bad the first time! 


Jeez -- it’s all sex and drugs 
and rock and roll with these 
kids! That’s all they ever 
think about! 


I know, man - ain’t it 

wonderful?? 


...Who happens 
to make millions 
of dollars a 
year! 


Then again, person 
ality and looks 

aren’t everything! 



































(3MM7 GROSS ENCOUNTERS PART 2 

MORE BURGLARY BUNGLES 






HEY LOOK YOU GUYS! r 
NEW GIRL IN THE uu AT a 
NEIGHBORHOOD.' PORKER f 


YOU AIN'T 





HEY YOU BIG UGLY ^ YEAH! WHAT'S W YEAH WHAT IS IT HUH? v 
PIG FACE HOG MONSTER YOUR NAME YOU COME ON TELL US SISTER OF 
WHAT'S YOUR NAME? COW-LIPPED BAG A FATTO-POTAMUS! BRIDE 
< OF AEROSOL CHEESE? .OF A BUMPOSAURUS! 


TUBbO-MORPHIC INFLATO- 
beast: your mother 
CLEANS YOUR FACE WITH 
\ NAVAL JELLY! 

SPLBT/ 






THEY CALL 



HOLY MOTHER 
OF THE DIVINE 
S.W.A.T. TEAM! 

A FIREFIGHT 




la 



QrOLLUPPAGE "A" a ROUND PENCIL 
U^SO THAT IT IS COILED T/OHTLY. 
THAT* "COIL" NOT "SOIL" AND 
“TIGHTLY" NOT "NIGHTLY." 


t< ROLL AND UNROLL PAGE "A" MANY 
TIMES BRISKLY WITH PENCIL. 

Observe optihinetic action! 

PRETTY FUNNY.HUH? 


/ / m 


m 

























THEN AGAIN. 



























THE FASCINATING FANTASY... 


...AND THE BORING REALITY 



/ Jtft ft i * 
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Mow! Mow for 
the glory of 
Alexander's 
allowance! 


Writer and Artist: Gary Hallgren 




















Hey Pop, where’s Mom? 


FAMILY 


Oh, no! Not again! We are moderately proud to present the true life story of a family that must suffer * 
the turmoil of divorce Ring Finger, Lady Finger and Index Finger in 


Finger vs. Finger 


Boy, Pop, I've 
never seen so 


many puns in 
one panel! 


Uh, she... uh... 
you see, Index, 
our country is 
in an arms 


race, so your 
mother went 
away to join the 
Waves. She's 
already been 
promoted to 
Sergeant at 
arms. Every 
time they shout 
“all hands on 
deck," she's 
the first one 
there. 
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It's okay. I’ll make breakfast. You just take an egg 
and... oops. Well, you take another one and crack it 
in the — yech! I'm all thumbs at this. Index! Get me 
the Handi-Wipes! 


I’ve got to run to work. I'll pick you up after school. Do you have your 

homework? 


Good, now don't 
forget to hand it in 


How can I think about selling insurance when my wife 
has run away from me? How could she do this to me? 
How could she do it to Index? 


Dad, I can't hold this 
burger. 


Of course not. It takes two hands 
to handle a Whopper. 


Dad, instead of this for 
dinner, will you get me 
the ice cream in the 
freezer? 


No. I don't spoil 
my children. Climb 
up on the chair 
and get it yourself. 


Maybe I should have 
gotten the ice cream for 
him. Maybe I am a lousy 
parent. Maybe I do 
make too many puns. 
Maybe I should stop 
saying maybe. 


Wah! Wahl 
I hate you! 

I want my 
mommy bad 


Yes, 

Dad. 

1 
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QALiOH SUK 




You’re an 
old hand 
•at it 
already! 


...and then Little Red Writing 
Hand says, “Grandma, what 
long nails you have!” And 
Grandma says, “All the better 
to scratch your little eyeballs 
out, you...” 


Wow, Dad, you’re not such a bad mother after all. What 
do you want to do tonight? 


If the teacher asks a question, just raise your hand. And don't 
point, it’s impolite. Oh, you look so handsome. 


Well, there's a Sylvester 
Stallone film festival play¬ 
ing. I’ve always wanted to 
see F.I.S.T. 


Can those dumb puns, Pop. 


Roll up your sleeves 
and stay awhile. 


Get to the point. 
What do you want? 


I’ve been 
watching you 
from across the 
street. I want 
my baby back. 


No way Jose. Are you 
calling me a bad parent? 


If the glove 
fits, wear it. 


I'll see you in court 





mmwzWM. 
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if I don’t find a job by the 
next panel, the court will l 
take Index away from ' 
me and have him live |\ 
with Lady Finger. 


Well, you see boss, 
my son, Index, fell off 
the monkey bars in 
the park and I had to 
run to the hospital. He 
was trying to do a 
handstand. 


We’ve received your application, Mr. Finger, and I think you’ll 


He was a lousy hus¬ 
band. He didn't lift a fin¬ 
ger at home. He just 
cared about his job. Ev¬ 
ery time I needed a help¬ 
ing hand in raising Index, 
he wasn’t around. It was 
getting out of hand. So I 
left. I threw up my hands 
and left. 


I wasn’t going to be under his thumb 
forever... sob, sob. I washed my 
hands of the whole marriage instead. 
Sob... sob... 


On the other hand, it was she 
who had the upper hand in our 
marriage when we first met. 
But after a few years, every 
time I wanted to, uh, reach out, 
reach out and touch someone, 
she’d say, “Not tonight, I have 
a hangnail." I don’t want a 
handout. I just want to keep 
Index. I’ve worked hard to be¬ 
come a good parent. And be¬ 
lieve me, he was a handfull. 
But I didn't knuckle under. I 
think I deserve a hand. 


But if I don't find a job by the next episode, I'll lose Index. And I 
can help you out a lot! 


Buz off, 
bimbo! 
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THE 

DUCK 

SECTION 


SATIRE 

PARODY 

SPACE-FILLER 


Writer: Steve Skeates Artists: Pat Broderick and Armando Gil 


Howie! Come quick! 

Something very 
strange is going on 
over at the 

Laundromat! 


The 

Laundromat? 


Awww, c’mon, 
Bev! You know as 
well as I do that 
nothing ever hap¬ 
pens at the 
Laundromat! 


That may have been the case once, ducky! 
But no longer! 


The washing machines have gone berserk! 

They're on the rampage, running all around the 
store, chewing up eveyone's laundry, and spit¬ 
ting the shreds at anyone who comes close!' 


Really now, 
Bev - -1 find 
that rather 
hard to 

believe! 


Yeh? Well, do you! 
believe me now? i 


Oomphf!j 

















Just look what they did to this 
dress you just got hit with! 






IP 
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Good Grief! 
You’re right! 
The washing 
machines 
have gone 
wacko... 


/ 


...but why? What 
would make them 
do such a thing? 


Heh heh 
heh heh 
heh! 
And heh 
heh! 


I 


Wh-who... or what.. .are you?? 


I'm your new ruler around here! 


They call me the 

vampire refrigerator! 


«"■ 


/ T 


18 *“*' 
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And just in case you don’t really care II You’ve got twenty minutes to 
what I do to your clothes, let me just Q make up your mind! And if I’m 
point out that I also mentally con- U not king when the time’s up - - 
trol every other appliance I boy, are you gonna be in 
around this place! | trouble! 


r4 


not king when the time’s up - - 
boy, are you gonna be in 
trouble! 


i/y.twi 


What are we going to do? 


This is serious, ducky! I don’t 
want to wear only ankle socks for 
the rest of my life! This costume is 
skimpy enough! 


IT 




And unless you 
make me the 
king of this 
corner of the 
cosmos, I’m gon¬ 
na have to 
mystically trans¬ 
form everybody’s 
clothes into 
purple ankle 
socks! 


-'Si 


What?? What’s 
wrong with you, 
duck? This is 
hardly the time 
to think about 
food! 












Here you are! 




Hey! Where are 
you going with 
that? 


Thank 

you! 


Follow me! 

I’ve got a 

plan! 








Mhir 
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Not into, Bev! 
Through! 


Just trust 
me, toots! 
And get 
in the 
car! 


Yick! Driving through a refrigerator! Of all the 

bone-head stunts! 


Just look at me! 
Now I've got left¬ 
overs all over my 
best costume! 


I don’t understand it! How 
did you do it, Howie? 


Elementary, my 

dear Beverly! 


And the washing machines - - 
they too seem to have gone back 
to normal! 


I don’t get it, ducky! How is tying a 
slab of meat atop an old Volkswagon 
going to help us out of this bizarre 
predicament we’re in? 


But... wait a minute! The 
refrigerator! Its arms and legs 
have vanished! Except for that 
hole we smashed into it, it now 
looks like just an ordinary 
refrigerator! 


Howard! What where you're driving! You’re going to 
smash right into that refrigerator! 
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Writer: Virgil Diamond ~ Artist: Alan Kupperberg 


A President of the United States has just lost a fight with 
his wife. Now, rippin’ mad he wants to let off some steam 
so he’s on his way to that Secret Room in the White 
House which has th’ “SECRET BUTTON” that can start 
WWIII. It’s your job to alert the C.I.A. about “Numero 
Uno’s” momentary mental madness... 



ARE you IN A DEEP COMA ? 


uu 


What makes ya so sure 
yer not In a deep coma? 
If ya want to find out if 
yer really awake ’n 
healthy, take this sim¬ 
ple test. 



X DON'T 
KNOW IP 
I'M COMA 
OR 

GOING/ 
KIDS 


i 






WflC 




Amieag 

INSTRUCTIONS: Stare at the dark blood clots (the dark spots,' dummy!* and shake yer P.ue <^**‘4*"* I®? 1 " 
head from side to side red! fast fdr 60 seconds. Then, quick as a bunny, turn the page » SB I a »sej iigs ueo noA 
Upside dbwrt to find dut whether or not you're comatose • H3MSN V 1S3J. 



















BEER CAN 
WALKIE 
TALKIE 


Communication is important. Fer, example, after a plane is hijacked, th' hijacker 
communicates his demands to the airline president. So tonight, after Mom and 
Pop finish off that six-pack, scrounge the empties so's you and yer best buddy 
can communicate with yer own beer can walkie-talkies. 





R 



Use a can open¬ 
er t’ remove th’ 
beer can lids. 
Save th’ pop- 
tops. 



m 


Punch a hole in 
th' bottom of 
each can with a 
hammer 'n nail. 




Slip a string or 
wire thru th' 
hole an' attach 
to th' pop-tops. 


Now stretch th' wire 
tight. While yer pal 
listens in one end, you 
can talk into th' other. 








It’s time to 
sharpen up yer 
aim, but the 
price of toys an’ 
games these 
days can break 
yer folks’ bank 
account faster'n 
a National de¬ 
pression. So, 
give ’em a break 
an’ make yer 
own... 


Ever wonder what the future holds fer ya? Well, if ya quit 
goofin' off on yer homework and duck takin’ out the 
garbage fer yer Mom, you'll stunt yer character growth. Try 
this simple game to-find out... 




i’ • 



Remove one letter from th' 
word bump t' find out what 
mom thinks you’ll be when you 
grow up. 




Now do the same to the word 
slump to see where you'll live 
when you do become a bum. 






OBNOXIO’S FAVORITE' 
PUNCHLINES 

Shut up and keep flushing!" 
"Take two, they’re small!" 

"You can smell the peanuts on 
his breath..." 

"Two 500 lb. canaries." 

"Good thing we didn’t step in 

it!” 

"No thanks, I'll eat it here!" 







“This Is m y Favorite Picture of The ITlonWi 


OBNOXIO THE CLOWN. 


I’VE SEEN \ 
BBTTEH \ 
AAUGS ON — 
I ODIN E r-" 
BOTTLES// 



It was sent to me 


by Greg Gonzalez of 
Buffalo, New York. 
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Your favorite foot 
stampers... like 
they sounded be¬ 
fore eleventh- 
hour revisions! 


Why wait 'till later in the show to go down 
hill? Let's start right now with... Bol 

Meager and the Bite The Bullet Band! 


Seems like long ago 
And not like just three years 

Chrysler was booming — we owned with Ford and GM 
Most of the Eastern and the Western Hemispheres 

But inflation cut our sales 
And recession cut our throats; 

All our rivals left us in the dust - 

The only vehicles that sold worse were eating oats 

Then Carter's Congress upped and saved our necks 
With a billion on loan guarantees; 

What a shame we had to go and blow that, too - 
Reagan won't even spring for junkyard fees! 

Against the wall 

Our backs are against the wall; 

Yes, we're broke again and our backs are against the wall. 










No your speakers aren't full of gravel! 
That’s the voice o' Rot Steward! 


Seeking cheap dungaree buys 0 
(Fashion) 

You won't find any Levi's! 
(Fashion) 

All the true cognoscenti 
(Fashion) 

Wear Sasson or Valenti ' 

(Fashion) 


Nowadays, socially taboo means 
Spending less than forty bucks for bliue jeans! 
What the hell if Wranglers go for 12 a pair? 

Though you look like Marilyn or Gable 
You're a dud without a fancy label; 

Who you are means bupkis next to what you wearI 


My cup runneth over when I listen to... the 52-B’s! 


When we first recorded 

Our lyrics didn’t make any sense! 

"Why not?" all the fans asked 
We said "We're schlock rock stars! 
Schlock rock stars! Schlock rock stars! 


Now that we're so big 
No one ever questions our genius 
Sometimes someone sees through us 
And says, "It's all a crock!" 

But it's just schlock- 
'Cause we're schlock rock stars! 
Schlock rock stars! 

Schlock rock stars! 


Take it light, 
lizards! 


\ 
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One of the last “soap opera” style shows on prime-time T.V. was “Peyton Place”. Anybody who stayed 
awake till the end of an episode knew the real meaning of boredom! We aren’t kidding, gang, it was 
ZZZZZZZZ time! Well, it’s been years since that show, and we know of only one program that has been... 




I've never tried to get your goat, 
darlin'... but I’ve done my best to 
get yout horse, kid sister, baby, 
_and lollipop stick collection — 
to name a few! Now, you know 
you shouldn’t be hittin’ me with 
your covered golf club like that, 
Sure Eely! So stop-p-p! 
Whaddayasay, stop, huh? Okay, 
huh? Huh? Huh? 


J.r., you’ve done it 
again, you slimy, no¬ 
good, stinking rat! 
Imagine stealing the 
razor I shave my legs 
with for your own 
shave! Oh, why do 
you do things to get 
my goat, J.r.? 


Shoot, J.r. aint 
that mean! Re¬ 
member the time 
he cried over 
your knife 
wound, Booby? 


Okay, everybody 
with a gripe 
against J.r. — 
take a number! 














Stop, willya, Sure Eely? You know you shouldn’t be hit- 
tin 1 me with your covered golf club like that! First, you 
should take the cover off... 


And then you should hit like this, Sure Eely! 


Not everybody’s trying to kill you 


What's more, I’m sick and tired of all you people who are trying 
to kill me! Lately it's been Bunkie Hunt! Debby Boone! Fred 
Silverman! And I'm not that much of a bad guy... last month I 
even did the dishes once! So get outta here, you ping-pong 

heads! 


Lies! Lies! 
How’d you 
like a hot¬ 
foot, 
Booby? 
Heh-heh! 


J.r.! I know that after the first 
“Who Shot J.r.” campaign, the 
writers overdid it with more 
murder attempts, but that was the 
only plot twist to take! We are 
your kin, though, and... 
YEEOOOW!! 


You know I can't stand your treating your little brother 
like that, J.r.! So I’ll make sure you can’t sit! 


Are you sure this 
feller isn’t only 
after your money, 
Lousy? 


Hey, everybody! Meet my latest 
boyfriend, Louie! One of the few 
men I can see eye-to-eye with! 


Pleased to 
meet 
youse! 

































Well, well, Stiff 
Burned! I don't 
think that’s the 
right vehicle to 
use, Stiff! 


You ruined my career, J.r.! 
And now I’m gonna get you! 
I’m gonna run you down like 
the rat that you are! You 
HEAR ME, SKUNKBREATH? 
I’m gonna get'cha, J.r.! 


Now remem 
ber... out of 
each ticket 
you scalp, I 
get 85 %! 


Next time, use this, Stiff! (Sob!) Even when I'm 
willin’ to give the benefit of my experience to my 
lessers, I feel unloved! Even when I have so much 
good in me... and there must be, ’cause none of it 
ever comes out! 


I wonder if I’ll always have the feelin' that someone's out to get 
me? Whoa, I've gotta get a hold of myself... it’s only my 
imagination workin’ overtime! 


Daddy, you can’t replace me with another mail¬ 
boy! It's the last position that I’ve been able to hold 


Good thing taking the horses out for a ride makes me for 
get about my selfish, mean ol’ brother, Pun! 

Now, giddyap! 


Sorry, Booby, but J.r. wants the business all 
for himself! And since he took pictures of me 
havin’ an affair with this pretty little filly, I’d 
darn well do what he says! 


Sweetheart, there's not much else 
you can do but... 


That, and get someone 
else to ride with! 





























I let you look at him, 
didn’t I? Come and 
watch us shoot 
some baskets, Sure 
Eely! 


John Toss, you are 
(sniff!) my only 
relief... the only one 
who I can love and 
trust! 


That does it, you no-good cock¬ 
roach! Your days are numbered 
to none! 


He's my 
baby too, 
J.r.! 


There’s one less potential murdered out of the way! 
Not that I have to worry about livin’... they say only 
the good die young! 


No, this time I’ve sold you to 
a whiteslave ring! No rea¬ 
son not to make a little 
profit on the side, eh, 
honey? Heh-heh! 


I'm tired of 
you makin’ 
threats 
against my 
life, darlin’! 


Ohh... you're not 
having me com¬ 
mitted again, are 
you? 


So how come I can’t shake this feelin’ that people 
still want to do away with me? AHA! Good to be 
alert, ’cause I have the enemy in sight! 


YAAAH! Stop Booby, please! Pun, I beg you! If you 
stop, I promise I won’t lay a finger on you! 


well within sight! 


Mow him down, Booby! 






















Whew! Thanks, you two! And as I promised, I won't lay a 
finger on you! 


Shame on you, J.r., interfereing with your brother’s 
breathing that way! 


OWW! Momma, why blame me if my sumo 
wrestler didn’t chose the best spot to sit on? 


Yes, I won’t lay a finger on you... but my 
sumo wrestler has a different idea! 
Heh-heh! 


It’s the least you 
can... ARRGH! 


That does it! With so many people after me, looks like 
there's gonna be only one way to protect myself... 

























IMAGINE YER SURPRISE WHEN YOU SEE 

12 ISSUES OF CRAZY * 

DELIVERED RIGHT TO YER FRONT DOOR! 
WOW! AIN’T THAT A BLAST? 

THE WHOLE 
DEAL ONLY 
COSTS $9.00 

($10.00 Canada 
$11.00 Foreign) 

so WHY 

WAIT? I 
MEAN, 

WHAT’S YER 

PROBLEM? 

WELL?!? 


auwuuriwnuEri. Make checks 

c/o Marvel Comics Group payable to: 

575 Madison Avenue Marvel Comics 

New York, N,Y. 10022 Group 

Dear Mr. Clown, 

Having gazed down ihe barrel of life’s choices, I have seen 
ihe light! Take my money ($9.00 U.S.A., $10.00 Canadian, 
$11.00 Foreign), my time (allow 10 weeks for first delivery), and 
my pride. Tanks alot. 


NAME 


(Please print) 


ADDRESS 


CITY 


STATE 


Including four $1.25 SUPER SPECIALS.Tank not included 
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KHRYSLER1981 


The mi Khrysler Bail¬ 
out. Sharp, aerodynamic 
styling and incredible gas 
mileage are yours in this, 
the first of Khrysler's new 
"Q" cars for the 80's. 

Sporty is the word for 
the Bailout's ultra-modern 
interior, featuring wood¬ 
grained seats and appli — 
que's, it's unique “ open- 


air" design, and exclusive Wire-spoked wheels, 
doorless entry system. cylindrical headlamps, and 
Yet, in spite of all its exterior decorative trim 
luxury, the Bailout delivers complement. the Bailout s 

sleek, rectangular design, 
while a hefty 2.3 cubic foot 
laytex tension engine, di¬ 
rect-lock steering system, 
and Addidas foot brakes 
make driving the Bailout a 
pleasure. 


an incredible 



•REMEMBER! USE THE EPA ESTIMATE OF 90 AS A 
COMPARISON! ACTUAL MILEAGE MAY DIFFER AND 
WILL PROBABLY BE LESS. WHICH IS TO BEGGAR THE 
QUESTION AS TO WHY WE EVEN BOTHER PUTTING 
THOSE SILLY NUMBERS IN OUR ADS IN THE FIRST 
PLACE, 




"Buy dis here, or it's 
Lee A. Imacorkcr. 


yj^i New i 

Khrysler 

Bailout 


▲▼A 

▼AT 


KHRYSLER 


PAID FOR WITH 
YOUR TAX MONEY 







